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At Hagios Mercuries we looked down over the plain to the
blue lake of the Aegean, Chalcis, Eretria, and the snows and
forests of Euboea. In the wet weather we could not conceive
a reason for being here, in this moment it became impossible
to imagine being anywhere else.
When we got back to Athens everybody had voted. The
bars and cinemas were closed, and in the restaurant wine was
served from teapots and drunk in cups as in an old-fashioned
speakeasy. Crowds cheered. Venizelos was sweeping the
polls. " The best thing for the country." As in all companies
where politics are discussed, to compensate the dullness of the
subject one began to feel an illusion of far-sightedness and
worldly wisdom.
Next morning the town was quiet. I was particularly
annoyed to find an antique shop closed, and tried to get the
concierge to rout up the missing proprietor. Down the empty
street moved a kind of grey Noah's Ark on wheels. At the
English tailor's we heard the news. Venizelos had lost the
election. Tsaldaris, the head of the Royalist-Popular party,
was in, but he and all his colleagues had been put in prison.
There had been a revolution in Alacedonia. The shops were
closing and the proprietors of travel agencies stood in the doors
with the keys in their hands. Lorries of mud-coloured soldiers
passed down the street distributing handbills. Martial law
was proclaimed, newspapers suppressed, groups of people shot
at sight, by order of the Chief of the revolution, Plastiras. By
lunch-time it was accepted that we were under a dictatorship.
AIL the plats du jour were "off," and we bawled out the head
waiter. An aeroplane flew over, dropping pamphlets in which
Plastiras described the collapse of parliamentary government.
Rumours collected. "Plastiras was a Venizelist." "He was
going to cancel the elections and keep Venizelos in office."
"He "was not a Venizelist and was going to govern by himself."
I walked down the University boulevard. It was warm and
sunny. A straggling crowd that was moving about suddenly
thickened and made way for two archaic fire-engines, whose
hoses were playing over it. The smell of wet earth followed
their path through the sunshine. Everybody laughed and